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And armed (as he was)

He followed both the Greekes,

On whom (by fmarte of fword, and flame)

A fharpe reuenge he fekes.

But when the heauenly bench e,
Thefe bloudie deedes did fee,
And found that bloud ftil couits bloud
And fo none ende could be.

They then by their forfight
Thought meete to ftinte the ftiife,
And fo reftraind the murdring king,
From filler and from wife.

So that by their decree,
The yongeft daughter fledde
Into the thicks, where couertly,
A cloiiler life Ihe ledde.

And yet to eafe hir woe,

She worthily can fing,

And as thou hearft, can pleafe the eares

Of many men in fpring.

The eldefl dame and wife

A Swattowe was affignde,

And builds in fmoky chimney toppes

And flies againft the wmde.

The king him felfe condemnde,
A Lapwing for to be,
Who for his yong ones cries alwais,
Yet neuer can them fee.

The lad a Pheafaunt cocke

For his degree hath gaind,

Whofe blouddie plumes declare the blond

Wherwith his face was ftaind.